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Chapter 1 


“Turtle.” 

“Egghead.” 

“Robotnik.” 

“Space cadet.” 

“What did you call my wife, you walrus!?” 


“Wife!? What have I missed since last | was in this miserable, 
mushroom-filled dimension!?” 


Rosalina smirked and folded her arms. “Robotnik, please. Stick to 
reds and yellows. Green is such an ugly color on you.” 


Robotnik glared hard from behind his glasses before staring up at 
Bowser. “She suits you.” 


“| know.” 


Already Rosalina was having apprehensions about this. Being a 
woman of space, she was all-too-familiar with the term “once in a 
blue moon”. In this case, that referred to their date night. Two royals 
with literally millions of kids between them (mostly in Rosalina’s 
favor) left little time for leisure. But their schedules had finally 
aligned, allowing them to go out and spend a night like an actual 
couple. Except for one little snag. 


They were without a babysitter. 


Bayonetta was busy doing “something something fate of the three 
realities”, Bowser had been too stressed to ask for specifics. Daisy 
still refused to return their calls, and Luigi was forever banned ever 


and ever until the death of the death of time from babysitting the 
Koopalings ever again after “The Night of A Thousand Vacuums.” 


Their options were small. And in a fit of desperation, Bowser called 
up the first name he could think of from his Bad Guy Anon contact 
list. And unfortunately, he answered. 


It took a lot of pleading, some begging, a promise of a Shroom 
Steak, and a coupon for one full day of kart rental, but the deal was 
struck. Robotnik was the babysitter of the Koopalings for one night. 


Rosalina wasn’t sure who she should pray for. 


“Alright, alright.” Bowser grumbled. “You’re smart or something, so 
you should have this. Junior might crawl into bed with you if it rains. 
Wendy should keep to herself most of the night, but keep her out of 
Lina’s makeup and jewelry drawers. Don’t touch Roy’s sunglasses if 
you value your life.” 


“Relatable.” Robotnik put in, tapping his own glasses. 


“Larry, Lemmy, and Ludwig are practicing their band in the attic. 
Under no circumstances are you to interrupt them, or encourage 
them. Morton is in his study.” 


Robotnik ticked off his fingers. “Wait, the count’s off. What about 
Iggy?” 


Bowser and Rosalina shared a look, before responding in unison 
“Run if you see him.” 


The scientist scoffed. “Please. | regularly deal with the world’s most 
annoying rodent on a daily basis. What could a magic turtle do 
against me?” 


“Your funeral.” 


Rosalina approached Robotnik, giving him a comforting pat on his 
arm. “I just want to say, thank you for this. Bowsie and l-” 


“Aw, c’mon, Lina, don’t call me that in front of him!” 


“-Bowsie and | are so grateful you’re able to help us in our time of 
need.” 


Robotnik puffed out his chest and snorted happily. “Well, really, it’s 
hardly any trou-” 


His voice caught as an invisible force wrapped around his throat, 
yanking him down so he and Rosalina were at eye level. He never 
thought the color blue could look so angry, but the sheer fury in 
Rosalina’s glittering eyes chilled him to his core. 


“But if | come back and there’s so much as a chip on my kids’ 
talons,” she spoke, her tone soft and sweet, dripping with malice and 
warning. “You'll never have to worry about Sonic hassling you ever 
again. And there will be no dimension you can hide from me. Are we 
clear?” 


Robotnik nodded, and the gravitational force around his neck 
disappeared, letting him take a deep lungful of air. 


“I’m glad we’ve reached an understanding.” smiled the princess. 
Robotnik stared at Bowser again. “She really suits you.” 


Bowser smiled, gently patting Rosalina’s head. “/ know.” 


Robotnik couldn’t help but feel a twinge of dread as Bowser and 
Rosalina drove off into the night. They promised they’d be gone only 
a few hours and would call to check in, but something in the back of 
his ever-thinking mind told him that the night wouldn't be so easy. 


First step; actually locate the kids. 


Junior was easy enough; the second his parents left, he’d appeared 
somehow, hopping behind him and pestering him with questions. 


“Why are you so tall? Are you smarter than my dad? Could you build 
a spaceship? How does Sonic keep beating you? Why are you so 
fat?” 


‘This is why | work with inorganics.’ he thought, doing his best to shut 
out the noise. 


Wendy, true to form, had been trying to sneak off with Rosalina’s 
makeup and jewelry. Robotnik had tried to tell her off, only for her to 
scoff and ignore him. Leading to plan B. 


“Wow.” Junior marveled. “She is really mad.” 


Robotnik smirked, watching Wendy fruitlessly pound the bubble 
shield she’d been encased in. Not just impenetrable, but soundproof, 
which was especially good; reading her lips, Robotnik knew Bowser 
must’ve taught her some colorful language. “She'll get over it.” 


“Can | try it?” 


“Absolutely not!” balked Robotnik, holding his bubble gun out of 
Junior’s reach. “This is a highly sophisticated piece of equipment, 
and not for the likes of children to get their grubby little hands on!” 


Junior stamped his foot. “I’m not grubby! And I’m good with 
machines! | built my own car!” 


At that, Robotnik raised an eyebrow. “Oh? What sort of cutesy little 
go-kart did you construct? Dazzle me, child!” 


“| will! C'mon, let’s go to my garage!” 

Grinning, Robotnik followed, the pair ignoring Wendy’s enraged, 
muted screaming. Angrily, she kicked the bubble, her eyes widening 
as it inched forward slightly. She put her hands against the bubble 
and pushed, and it moved forward. 


And a grin slowly spread across her face. 


When Robotnik heard “garage”, he expected something rinky-dink 

along the likes of Tails’ lab, something that couldn't hold a candle to 
his own workshop. Reality, as they say, is disappointing. But in this 
case, in a good way. 


Junior’s garage was almost bigger than his own-a/most-and filled 
with all sorts of technology he’d never even seen before. Mushroom 
Kingdom technology differed from Mobius technology in a lot of 
ways, particularly being a lot more colorful. Robotnik couldn't help 
but look around in almost childlike wonder at all the machinery, a 
feeling tugging in his heart that he hadn't felt since he was a young 
genius making his first super collider. 


“Is this what kids in the Mushroom Kingdom do with their spare 
time?” he whispered to himself. “Thank goodness Sonic and his 
friends are idiot teenagers.” 


“And here’s my Clown Car!” With a flourish, Junior gestured to his 
iconic vehicle, patting the side with a proud look on his face. 


Robotnik looked as though he’d been slapped and sucked a lemon 
at the same time. A part of him felt pity. Another part felt shame. 
Slowly, he approached the car, wondering if the shabby little vehicle 
would explode if he touched it. 


He peered it over, slipping on his goggles to take a look at the 
machine’s workings. His frown deepened as he examined it, ignoring 
Junior’s bouncing behind him. 


“Shoddy. Slapdash. Haphazard. The fuel core is inefficient. The 
metal used is weak and brittle. And are these... boxing gloves? 
They’re practically worn down to the nubs! The bearings on the 
wheels-and | use that term loosely-are barely holding things 
together.” 


Behind him, Junior slowly stopped bouncing as his face fell. 


“The paint is cracked and peeling, the wiring is a mess-it’s a miracle 
you haven't electrocuted yourself-and this propulsion system! That 
Sniveling little fox that follows Sonic around can fly higher, and 
faster.” 


Junior shook, trying his hardest not to let tears fall. “It... it's my first 
Car...” 


“Clearly! This ‘car’ is hardly fit for the scrapyard!” 
A sniffle escaped Junior, as did a few tears. “I... I’m sorry...” 


Robotnik harrumphed. “Don’t be sorry. Be better. Where are your 
tools?” 


“Eh?” 


“| don’t believe in shoddy craftsmanship, be it from rivals, enemies, 
or yes, even the children of a frie-associate. Again, where are your 
tools?” 


Junior pointed off to the side, where a wall of dozens of odd-looking 
devices hung, no doubt instrumental to Junior’s work. “Perfect. If you 
have tiny gloves, | suggest you put them on.” 


“S-Say again?” 


“| believe you said this was your car?” huffed the scientist. “Surely 
you don’t expect me to do all the work. Chop chop, little turtle!” 


Beaming ear to ear, Junior grabbed a set of gloves off the 
workbench and took a spot next to Robotnik. 


“| dunno, Lina. I’m getting worried. What if that goggle-wearing 
maniac does something like make all the rooms egg-shaped or 
something?” 


Rosalina sighed and patted Bowser’s shoulder. “I’m certain that 
won't happen. You wouldn’t have called him if you weren’t-” 


“Desperate.” 
“-certain he could handle it.” 


“Yeah, | guess. If he can blow up half the moon, he can handle the 
kids.” 


“There we go. Now, can you take the nice chef out of that chokehold 
and return his toque?” 


“He overcooked the steak. He has to perish.” 
“I would rather not be barred from this restaurant for murder.” 
“After that pasta course? This is self-defense!” 


“Bowser.” 


Junior couldn't recall the last time he’d had so much fun. And 
truthfully, though he’d never admit it, so did Robotnik. 


Like a hungry squirrel, Robotnik had cracked open the nut that was 
the Clown Car, looking over the insides of the ship. The two 
tinkerer’s hands were blurs as they ratcheted, twisted, screwed, 
bolted, welded, hammered, and cranked. 


Junior was abuzz with energy, zipping about the garage, gathering 
up the tools Robotnik needed, following the genius’ instructions to a 
T. He was impressed; his own robots barely understood what he was 
saying half the time, but Junior took to the work with aplomb, 
showing a level of focus and skill he wasn’t sure was possible for 
someone at his age. 


Once or twice, there was a small pang in his chest that he felt he 
could equate to pride. And he’d sooner buy a Sonic t-shirt before 


ever admitting it. 


Finally, after what seemed like hours later, it was complete, the 
Clown Car with joint effort between Junior and Robotnik. The power 
core had been swapped for one with a carbon fiber shell for 
lightness, the boxing gloves replaced with new ones (and brass 
knuckles just underneath them for extra oomph), the propulsion 
system had undergone a complete overhaul, the wiring more 
properly-structured, the ball bearings swapped out (and vigorously 
polished for good measure). And most pleasing of all, it had all been 
given a fresh coat of paint, along with a vastly-improved weapons 
system (that it would be best not to mention to Bowser). 


Junior was practically zipping around the garage in glee at the 
completed work, and even Robotnik couldn't resist a smile. “It’s 
amazing, it’s amazing, it’s amazing, | love it, | love it!” squealed 
Junior. “Isn’t this the best thing ever?” 


Robotnik huffed, turning so Junior couldn’t see his smile grow wider. 
“It's adequate. Certainly within my standards.” 


“We've gotta take it out for a test-drive!” 


“We will do no such thing!” chided Robotnik. “This is a work of art, 
and it needs to settle before it can-” 


CRAAAAAAASH!!! 


Behind his glasses, Robotnik’s pupils became much smaller than 
usual. 


“Please tell me crashing sounds like that are normal in this place.” 
“Not unless Dad makes them!” replied Junior. 


Another booming crash sounded, followed by an unmistakable 
sound of flesh hitting something decidedly sturdy and bubble-like. 


“Wendy.” the two said in unison. 


It wasn’t as dignified as she liked, but the bubble shield Wendy had 
been stuffed in was more than suitable for her thirst for mayhem. All 
through the castle she rolled in her makeshift hamster ball, smashing 
everything she came across. Aesthetically, it wasn’t ideal, but it 
certainly was fun. 


“Hope that wasn’t anything important.” she chuckled to herself as 
something crunched beneath her sphere. She rounded another 
corner, smashing through a wall and laughing madly. In a way, she 
was grateful to Robotnik. She should thank him. Right after she ran 
him over. 


“| suppose that test drive is in the cards after all!” 
“What!?” 


“Well, | don’t have my Egg Mobile on me, and it’s not exactly 
interdimensional! This will have to do!” 


Perturbed, but gleeful, Junior leapt into the Clown Car, and Robotnik 
awkwardly tried to find someplace to sit on the back. 


“a. This... will not work.” He sighed. “Do you have... roller skates by 
any chance?” 


“Yeah, why?” 


If Junior hadn't seen it, he wouldn't have believed it. If you’d told him 
that Robotnik could roller skate, he’d laugh you all the way to King 
Boo’s art gallery. But the scientist was surprisingly adept on them, 
able to keep up with Junior even as he was going top speed in his 
improved car. 


“Where did you learn to do that!?” exclaimed Junior. 


“The 70s get to us all, little turtle.” he grumbled. “Now, where is that 
rambunctious sister of yours?” 


Another loud crash sounded off to their right. Sharing a nod, they 
turned, seeing Wendy at the end of a long hallway, staring right at 
them. 

A long, smashed hallway. 


“Wendy! Dad’s gonna kill us!” 


Wendy laughed, muted from within the bubble, flashing them an 
akanbe. 


“How did she even get all the way here?” asked Robotnik. 


Wendy heard them, and demonstrated; pushing the bubble forward 
at Surprising speed and barreling towards them. 


“Ah. | see. Mental note; remove friction from the bubble.” 

He dove, Junior swerved, Wendy zipping past them and slamming 
into the wall with another thunderous crash. She pushed herself out 
of it, regarding the two with murderous intent. 

“Can't you just let her out of the bubble!?” 

“And have her cause even more damage? 

“Well, what do we do!?” 

Robotnik racked his brain for answers, and found one. Risky, but it 


would be sure to work. “Keep up, little turtle!” Turning on his heel, he 
whisked off, Junior racing behind him, Wendy following along. 


“Aren't the stars pretty tonight?” asked Rosalina, resting her shoulder 
against Bowser’s as she gazed up at the night sky. 


“You see the stars all the time, Lina. Heck, you babysit about a trillion 
of them.” 


“I’m trying to be romantic, you silly reptile.” giggled the queen. “And 
I’ve never seen stars with you.” 


“Y-Yeah. | guess.” 

“... Bowsie... are you blushing?” 

“No! It’s just hot out here!” 

“It’s sixty degrees, Bowsie.” 

“Well, I’m a reptile! I’m cold blooded!” 

Rosalina shook her head. “You’re soft and warm, like a baked bun.” 
“Never! I’m the Koopa King, a force of nature, an unstoppable-!” 


He was silenced as Rosalina rested against his belly, cooing happily 
as she sank into his plushness. “Soft king.” 


“Please tell me you have a plan!” wailed Junior, barely dodging 
Wendy slamming into him, just barely keeping up with the skating 
Robotnik. 


“| always have a plan!” 

Robotnik had studied the floor plan of Bowser’s castle extensively, 
and knew there was one way to incapacitate the raging Koopa. 
“LEFT, NOW!” 


The pair turned, Wendy whizzing past them and smashing into 
another wall. 


‘Seventy meters... forty... ten... okay! 


Robotnik skidded to a stop, Junior following suit, looking at the 
scientist in a panic. “Why did we stop!?” 


“Trust me.” smirked Robotnik as Wendy rounded the corner, pointing 
at them and shouting. “Wendy, my dear!” 


She stopped shouting, regarding Robotnik with a confused grin. 
“That jewelry of yours is mightily impressive! | should know, after all!” 


Wendy chuckled, taking the compliment to heart and flashing her 
bangles. Junior was baffled. “Uh... what’re you-” 


“| didn’t think costume jewelry could look any tackier!” 


Wendy let out a shriek of rage just as Junior screamed “DADDY 
WAS RIGHT ABOUT YOU, YOU ARE INSANE!” 


“SWERVE, NOW!” 


The two dove out of the way just as Wendy slammed into the wall, 
breaking it, sending her toppling forwards. The two stood at the hole, 
watching as Wendy fell down, down, down, into a moat of lava. 
Robotnik smirked as she sank beneath the molten rock, sighing as 
his heartbeat returned to normal. 


And immediately tripled when the bubble popped back up, floating in 
the sea of liquid flame. 


‘Mental note. Don’t make the bubble lava-proof.’ He half-expected 
Wendy to somehow propel herself up in the bubble, but nothing 
happened. Slipping on his googles, he zoomed in to see Wendy 
lying in the bubbles, looking the most peaceful he’d seen her. 


“Oh, that’s a smart move!” Junior noted, clapping his hands in glee. 
“A lava bath always cheers me up!” 


A single bead of sweat rolled down Robotnik’s forehead. “You're... all 
immune to lava.” 


Junior laughed. “Of course! You knew that!” 

Silence. 

“... You knew that, right?” 

“O-Of course!” replied the scientist, drawing himself up to full 
attention. “My plan to lead her to the lava for a soothing bath went off 
without a hitch, as expected!” 

“You really are a genius, Mr. Robotnik!” 

“Of that, there’s no doubt!” 

“So, how’re we gonna clean up the mess?” 


“... |ask you to cover your ears for a moment.” 


Nodding, Junior put his hands over his ears, as Robotnik let out a 
seven-minute uninterrupted stream of curses. 


“Should we call? | think we should call. We should call, right?” 
“Lina, they’re fine. Probably.” 
“Probably?” 


“I’m like 90% sure. As long as they don’t run into Iggy, they should be 
alright.” 


“| suppose. Pull.” 

Bowser reared back, expelling a ball of fire skyward. Rosalina took 
careful aim and shot a ball of magic, spell and fire colliding to make 
an explosion of fiery stardust. 


“Not bad.” chuckled the Koopa King. 


Rosalina smiled. “Let's make the next one bigger.” 


“Listen to me. Very, very carefully. Not a word to your father about 
what happened here tonight. Do you understand?” 


Junior folded his arms. “My silence requires payment.” 
Robotnik grit his teeth. “Name it.” 

“| want a cookie.” 

“... Is that all?” 

“Three times my size.” 


“And where am | supposed to find that!? Is there a baker in this 
dimension?” 


Junior’s eyes shifted. “Kinda.” 
“Oh, for the love of emeralds-!’ll work something out.” 


Repairing the castle in the space of ten minutes was NOT an easy 
task. It took opening a dimensional bridge between the Mushroom 
Kingdom and Mobius, assembling every single one of his Badniks, 
overclocking them, and putting them to work before their systems 
shorted out, and getting them back to his lab without leaving a trace 
behind. 


Robotnik was tired. 

Dragging himself to one of the many drawing rooms, Junior in tow, 
he collapsed onto a sofa and let out a long, loud groan. “Emeralds 
help me, | miss Sonic.” 


“You did amazing, Mr. Robotnik! The castle’s all fixed and Dad will 
never know! And my Clown Car is still running great!” 


“Hooray. Now, please, let me sleep for a few weeks.” 
“Oh, | could get you some tea! Mom’s got...” 


Junior’s voice trailed off, prompting Robotnik to raise his head. “What 
is the matter?” 


“Mr. Robotnik, no sudden moves.” 


“What do...” And then he saw him. Standing in the doorway, arms 
outstretched in a T-pose, four fangs protruding from his manic smile, 
a wand clutched in his claws. Swirled glasses. 


“Who is that?” 
“No. Sudden. Moves.” 


Robotnik groaned and reached for his bubble gun. “Just let me seal 
this one, too, and-” 


“MR. ROBOTNIK, NO!” 


“BAHAHA! LET'S GOOOOO!"” 


Bowser snapped his head up, scratching his temple. 
“Something wrong?” asked Rosalina. 

“No. Don’t think so. Probably just a twitch.” 

“| hope so. | can’t shake this bad feeling...” 


“Everything'll be alright.” Bowser’s hand moved to the mat. “I cast 
Toon World, and-” 


“In response, | cast Magic Jammer.” 


“DAMMIT!” 


“C'mon, guys! Where ya goooooing? The night’s still young, let’s 
have some fun, fun, FUN!” 


Another magical blast flew by, whizzing past Robotnik and Junior, 
turning the vase it struck into an angry, squawking Cucco. 


“WHAT MANIAC GIVES AN INSANE TURTLE A WAND!?” hollowed 
Robotnik. 


“IT WAS A BIRTHDAY PRESENT!” screamed Junior back. 


“Quit moving, ya spoilsports!” Iggy let out another crazed laugh, firing 
a volley of spells that the duo only just barely avoided. 


“How do we stop this lunatic!?” exclaimed Robotnik, his legs burning 
from all the skating. 


“You don’t stop Iggy! You wait for him to tire himself out!” 
“And how long will that take!?” 
“It varies!” 


Iggy’s maniacal laughter rang in their ears as he waved his wand, 
spells flying all over the place and terraforming the castle with each 
impact. Robotnik’s knees buckled; he’d been skating half the night 
and the fatigue was catching up with him. If he had a list of ways he 
saw this night turning out, getting struck by a deranged turtle didn’t 
even make the top ten. 


“They call you ‘Eggman’, right?” laughed Iggy, swirling his wand. 
“Then let’s see how you look as a real egg!” 


“MR. ROBOTNIK!” screamed Junior. 


Robotnik turned just in time to see a spell flying towards him, one he 
couldn’t avoid. He held his hand up as Iggy laughed and Junior 
shrieked... 


“Honestly.” 


The spell fizzled out of existence, dozens of Lumas appearing to 
swarm a yelling Iggy. One plucked the wand from him and floated 
over to a cross-looking Rosalina. Holding onto her ankle was an 
even angrier-looking Bowser, teeth bared and flames flickering at the 
edges of his mouth. 


As they landed, Rosalina clapped her hands, the Lumas dispersing 
save for three, holding Iggy by his wrists and shell. 


“Iggy, we’ve told you time and again not to use your wand in the 
house. Or at all.” 


“It was just a prank, bro! No harm, no foul!” 


Wordlessly, Bowser picked up the transformed Cucco from earlier, 
holding it out to Iggy. 


“... Okay, one. Big whoop.” 
“You’re grounded. One month.” 
“A month!?” 

“Two months.” 

“TWO!?” 

“Ya wanna go for three!’?” 


Iggy, wisely, kept his mouth shut. Rosalina clapped her hands again, 
the Lumas taking the crestfallen Iggy to his room. 


“Mommy! Daddy!” Junior hopped out of his car, diving towards the 
two who held him in their arms. 


“Did you have a good time with Mr. Robotnik?” cooed Rosalina as 
she nuzzled Junior’s cheek. 


“Did | ever! He helped fix my car!” 


“Did he, now?” snorted Bowser. “That’s uncharacteristically nice of 
you, Egghead.” 


“It-It was so shoddily-constructed! Junior needed all the help he 
could get, especially...” He paused. “Why is he looking at me like 
that?” 


Junior’s eyes were as big as saucers, and his smile even bigger. 
“That’s the first time you actually said my name!” 


He leapt from his parent’s hands and latched onto Robotnik, who 
was squawking in ire as he tried to buck him off. “Unhand me, you 
rambunctious reptile!” 


“That's... oddly cute.” Rosalina chuckled. Bowser scoffed. 


All things considered, the date night and babysitting was considered 
successful. The castle was largely intact, the Koopalings were safe, 
and Robotnik had all his limbs intact. Wendy was located, released 
from the bubble, and she retired to her own room, none the worse for 
wear. 


“If you ever need my services again,” Robotnik said with a smile. 
“Please. | beg you. Call someone else.” 


Bowser smirked. “lIl be sure to, Egghead.” 
“Turtle.” 

“Robotnik.” 

“Space cadet.” 


“Mr. Robotnik!” 


The scientist sighed, holding up his leg, where Junior remained stuck 
on. “Do you mind?” 


“Junior, Mr. Robotnik has to leave now. He has teenage woodland 
creatures to harass.” 


“Noooooooo! He’s the best babysitter ever!” he pouted as Rosalina 
used her gravity to pry Junior from the scientist’s leg and back into 
her arms. “We never even got to test out the new weapons system 
on my car!” 


“THE WHAT!?” exclaimed the royals. 


“Well, look at the time!” laughed Robotnik nervously, dashing 
towards the Warp Pipe. “See you at next week’s Bad Anon, turtle!” 


Robotnik groaned as he stepped back into his lab, flopping against 
the familiar metal of his Egg Mobile. “Never having kids.” he 
grumbled. Then he remembered the elated look on Junior’s face as 
they worked on the Clown Car, and the tiniest of smiles made its way 
to his face. 


“| wonder if a mecha turtle would fare better against Sonic... it would 
certainly be ironic...” 


[END] 


